



The Htjlory of 

‘ Tritt . 0 my fwect beefe, I-muft ftill be good Angdl to thee - 
the money is pay d backe againc. 1 

F<*/.0,I doe not like that paying backe, ’tis a double labour 
iV.I am good friends with my father, and may do any thine 
Tal . Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou doell,and do 
it with unwalht hands too. 

'Bar, Doe, my Lord. 

Prin.l have procured thee / 4c^,a charge of foot. 

F*/.I would it had been of horfe. Where {hall I find one that 
can fteale well ? O for a fine theefe of the age of xxii.or there a. 
bout : I am hainoully unprovided. Well, God be thanked for 
thefc rebels,they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, I 
prayfe them. Prince, Bardoll. Bar. My Lord.* 

Prin. Goc beare this letter to Lord John of Lane after. 

To my brother John : this to my Lord oi'PVe(imerland. ’ 

Goe,P<rr<?,to horfe : for thou and I 

Have thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time : 

Iacke t meete me to morrow in the Temple hall. 

At two a clockcin the afternoone, 

There ihalt thou know thy charge , and there receive 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy (lands on high, 

And eyther they or we mud lower lye. 

fW.Rare words l brave world! Hoftejfe, my breakfaffcome, 
Oh, I could with this Taverne were my drum. Sxemt. 

„ , £ n , te \ HotftxrJPorceller, and D owe la* . 

Hot Well iayd,my noble Scot, if fpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery 
Such attribution fhould the DowgUs have. 

As not aSouldier of this feafonsftampe, ’ 

Should goc fogenerall currant through the world : 

By God I cannot flatter , I defie 

The tongue offoothers, but a braver place 

In my hearts love hath no man then your fclfe. 

Nay taske me to my word,app r ove me. Lord 
Dow. Thou art the King ofhonour, 

Noman fo potent breathes upon the ground, 

Ut WJ ^eard Snttr one with letters. 

Bet. 




Henry the "Fourth . 

Bet. Doe fo, ahd ’tis well : what letters have you there ?I can 
but thanke you. 

jtfejf. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Bot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Mef He can not come, my Lord, he is grievous fick. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he leifure to be fick 
In fuch a juftlingtime ? who leads his power ? 

Under whole government come they along/ 

Afejf. His letters beare his mind, not I his mind. 

Wor . I prethcetell me, doth he keepehisbed ? 

Mejf. He did my Lord,foure dayes ere I fet forth. 
Andatthetimeof my departure hence, 

Hewasmuchfeardby his Phyficion. 

Wor.l would the ftatc of times had firft bin whole, 

Ere he by ficknefle had bin vifited : 

His health was never better worth then now. 

Hot. Sick now ? droope now ? this fickaes doth infe#. 

The very life-blood of our enterprize, 

Tis catching hither,even to ourCampe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknefle. 

And that his friends by deputation. 

Could not fo foon be drawne,nor did he thinke it mecte. 

To lay fo dangerous and dearea truft 
On any foule remov’d , but on his owne ; 

Yet doth he give us bold advertifinent, 

That with our fmall con j undfion , wc fhould on. 

To fee how fortune is difpos’d to us : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now* 

^ ie certainly pofleft 
Of all our purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

War. Your fathers ficknefle is a maimeto us. 

perilous galh, a very limme lopt off, 
ud yet, m faith it is not his prefcnt want 
femes more then we fhail finds it. Were it good, 
io let the exadf wealth of a 11 our States, 

' 1 atone cad ? to fet foricha maine, 
n the nice ha2zard of one doubtfull houre ? 
were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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